The' Tragedie 

%iKg, March on,march on, fince wc arc vp inarmes 
Jf n.)t to fight with forraigne enemies, 

Yet to beate dovvnc thefe rebles here at home* 

Enter Catetbj. 

Cut . My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

T hati the belt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings, yet they m ifl be told. 

IG‘w£. Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall battel 1 might be wonneand lofh 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To .Salisbury, the red march on with me. 

Enter Darby t Str CkriElopber. 

Dar, Sir Chriflopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
Tnat in the die of this mod bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is frank: vp in hold, 

/f /reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my pi efent aide, 

Blit tell me, where is princely Richmond now# 

Ckrift. AtPcmbrooke, or at Hcrtlbrd-weftm WaUi, 
•Diir, What men of name refort to him# 

S. Chrifi. Syr Walter Herbert, a renowincdiouldier, 
Syr (Jilbort Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, dptibted Pcmbrooke,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vpTiiom is, with a valiant crew. 
fTith many moeo f nob!e fame and worth. 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

If by the way they he not fought vvithall. 

Dar Returfte vntoniy Ford, commend ine to him, 
Tell him, the Queene hath hardly con fen ted 
tie lTiall efpowfe £1 zahefh her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my minde, 

Farewell, Exeunt, 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Bttc. Will not king Richard let tut fpeake with him? 
%*■'. No my Lord;, therefore be patient, 

B»c, r7ad:ngs,and Ed wards children, Riuers* Gray» 
Holy king Henry, and thy fairefonne Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that hauc mifarried, 


of Richard the third. 
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^'whyThen AUfoulcs day, is my bodies doomefday i 

7*hh is'theday.that in king Edwards tune 

I wifbt might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiucs allies : 

This is the day wherein / wifist tofaH, 

By the falfe faith of him I truftedmoft : 

This, this AUfoulcs day, to my fearefull foule, 

/, the determinde refpite ofmy wrongs : 

That high all feer that t dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 

And siuen in earned what /begd in iealr. 

Thus doeth he forfe the fword of wicked men 
To turnc their points on their maifters bofomc: 

Now Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoth flic, fliall fplit thy heart with forro w. 
Remember Margaret was a Prophctcfie. 

Come firs ,conuey me to the blocke of fliame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the dew of blame. 
Enter %jchmondreith drumi end trumpets. 

Rich, Fellowes in armes,and my moft louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoake of tyranriie,. 

Thus farre into thebowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment : 

And’here rcceiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretched, bloudie, and vfurpin» bore. 

That fpoildyour fommcr-ficld, ana fruitfull vines, 

S wils your warme blood like wafh,and makes his tr ougi: 
/nyour inboweld bofomcs,thi$ foule fwinc 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Nearc to the towne of Ley cefter as wc learne : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daics march, 

In Gods name cheare on, couragious friends, 

To reape the harueft of perpetual! peace. 


